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229. * other birds.7 It may be pedantic to remark that the bat
is not a bird.

231. c nor find.3   Without finding.

271. (Wherein, no doubt, this lay.3 The fact being that Sor-
dello had never given a moment's thought to poetry as an art.

LI.  274-295.

Bordello's joy of imagination is perfected at Eglamor's grave.

As  they .buried Eglamor,  Naddo  recited his  dirge.    274-280.
It was  a poor performance; yet   through  it   Sordello Sw-deUo's new
was led to an increase of joy, since it led his imagina-
tion to enter into the sense of human weakness, so that
now he could go the round of men's experience.    This    281-295.
he attained when, standing forth as the threnodigt of
Eglamor, he called upon the ferns to clothe his grave,
and the pines to  be its  canopy, and prayed that his
fame might live.    (May we imagine that the dead one
heard it, and laughed when Sordello, letting his crown
rest for a time on the bard's breast, took it to himself
again as a crown now fit for a poet's head ?)    Nor was
Bordello's   prayer  in vain: a  certain transitory flower
bears  the  dead  man's  name, and brings him  to   the
people's mind.

278. 'By means of it/ Naddo's 'luckless ode/ which drew
forth Sordello to live in defeat and mourning within his imagina-
tion, and to picture it so much more vividly than the trouvere.
Not that Bordello's words, as we shall see, were adequate to his
feeling. The historical Sordello composed a funeral eulogium on
the Chevalier de Blacas, a troubadour of Aragon. (Sismondi's
I/it, of jffurojpe, ciuiv.)

290l * a plant they have.' What is it? Is it really called
* Eglamor'1